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The aptist church of Poetry

I have begun to think about Rurni, "that clear
and that empty." Could a bottle be a vessel,
a soul that curves into this: a body that is me?
I am not God but the quote fits well. I have hatred
for this fact. Whitman said, "the body is a temple."
Well, I have proof Whitman is full of shit,
though he's right about creating a whole new
religion.
I saw a sign in front of a church that read,
"a closed hand can not receive."
I had to laugh, because it was erected
by the Paramus aptist Church
but made me really consider the depth of "R"
Would I reach out to lend my brother a hand?
It is clear to me that I should, but I know
there is nothing in it he needs.

Chris Burkhardt
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fractals & the Big Bang

the profile is the same
of a pebble
and its mountain--the shape of tapering
mounds
same down to the smallest peak.
The voice of a cat modulates from low
to high and stays on key.
The design is too perfect to be anything but
chance,
The beginning was a rush
to fit to the tightest space ...the hydrogen
pushing itself aside, saying "yes! This bit's
mine,"
Making circles in other circles,
The simplicity of this place.

Mary Kozlowski
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Hustling

Black and White Flickers
TV Symbolics
Semantics for an age of ...
Change flowing in and out like a breath just missed
and Iam
calm.
Do you see
Flowing white like waves on an
Empty TV channel
Greedy little dots aren't you
Eating up my screen zig-zaggin' in and out free
flowing like tiny nymphoid sex addicts
feeling your
perversion.
I am real
Not some polluted
Misplaced idea of American Youth
I am not the product of sterility
Not the product of change
I am all the little spaces between the words that
unfortunately you just don't have time to
read.

Aaron Black

4

Fall '97

Mable

The old woman who shrinks each year
uses a chair to reach the cat food.
This is not dying she says, but wisdom.
The stories she tells are of war and depression,
of the shaggy blue carpet and matching drapes.
She hasn't left those days of scrimping and saving.
Her income from five dollar piano lessons
to the neighborhood children
buys pudding pops and flowers.
I sit in her living room for hours
staring at a butterfly captured between two doilies,
flattened and beautiful.
The colors are the brightest shades of fall.
Music boxes lay delicately decorated
in pastel roses and ballerinas
one on every table.
The dusty green house
keeps the constant ticking of a pendulum
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atop a dark wood piano
I sit next to time
randomly touching the keys below with bare toes.
One day I asked her if she was afraid to die.
This is not dying she said but music.

Laura Goodenow
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Sneeve

Shall we go north, south, what do you say?
We've already been east, west, and every which way.
Alas, the highway we've seen before
Get on it again? Maybe once more?
The fair! We're close I feel it now.
Though I don't remember a cornfield in town.
We'll ask this gentleman where we are now
"Excuse me, hello, we're lost you see,
Could you possibly tell me where we could be?"
Snortsville, my lord, what is its name?
What a strange place! we both exclaim.
So back we go the way we came.

/

Still lost we are, without a map.
It's been two years and we haven't found crap!
In the car we live and breathe
Looking for our town called Sneeve.

Laura Goodenow
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Dissipating Lives or the Cross-Section

of Society

Left Lane
The Left Lane opens to the southbound
traffic. Every morning at 7:00 it opens. The Red X
switches to The Green Arrow.
Red Car
The Red Car floors it out of the driveway. It
leaves its Red House, and Red Dog, and drives very
quickly with a Red Person. The Person cannot be late to
work again. The Boss does not like tardiness. The person
does not like lateness, and it doesn't like red, either.
The Band
The Band always practices on Wednesdays.
Practice makes perfect, and perfect practice makes perfect
performances. The Band is not a Marching Band, but a
Band that Marches. The Band is only as strong as its
weakest link, and the Piccolo section isn't helping much
today.
Mr. Hampton
Mr. Hampton lives near the corner. His
house is green; his lawn is trimmed; and he reads The Daily
Paper every morning at 8:00. His dog, Cornucopia, eats
one scoop of Alpo and one slice of corned beef for
breakfast.
The Band
The Band plays a B Flat concert scale, a
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chromatical scale, and a half note scale. The Saxophone
player's dad is a Truck Driver, and he hates scales. The
Band plays "Free Ride" and "White Dawn" and "Madame
Butterfly." The Piccolos make the birds flyaway.
Blue
The Person is feeling a little better. He is
changing his color again. The Light changes color for him
too. The Person is calming down, and he likes the way the
sun glints off his shiny Blue Car.
Mr. Hampton
The Dog is full. Mr. Hampton clips on the
leash and locks the door to the green house. The Dog
leaves his yard and does his business in The Neighbor's
yard. Mr. Hampton and the dog go for a walk every
morning. They always walk the same way and on the same
side of the street. The Dog always stops at the same places.
Northbound
The trafic goes north, and The Green Arrow
goes south. Two police officers fill their quotas.
Ranks
The Band lines up in military formation
across the field. The Trumpets line up first. The Clarinets
play "The Star Spangled Banner." No one salutes the flag.
The Boss
The Boss is filling out The Pink Form. The
Person has been late way too much. No one can ever be
late. The Pink Form has tiny black print with a perforated
edge on top. The Boss is not tiny, and he spills his coffee
across the form. The Boss curses and wishes he had a dry
shirt.
The Cadence
The Drums beat out a left-right rhythm. The
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Band moves in formation across the field and into the parking lot. People parked their cars in the parking lot, and The
Band has to march around them. The Piccolos tty to march
over them.
Tragedy
On the city's northeast side, a truck driver hits
a car who hits a truck who hits a tree. The Paramedics would
be more than happy to come, but it is during their coffee break.
The Ambulance Driver reaches for another streusel.
Cornucopia
The Dog sniffs a pole. Mr. Hampton checks
his watch. Both dog and owner turn left down Sinclair Street.
The Dog howls with the sirens in the distance.
Detour A
The Person is almost there. His white car
makes him happy, and his tongue licks his white teeth. The
Ambulance is there. The Person doesn't see The Ambulance.
The Officer blocks the road, and The Person is forced to tum
right. The Person flips him off and squeals the tires of his red
car. The Red Sun makes him angry.
Red
The Dog jumps out of the way of a speeding
car. Mr. Hampton yells at the car and pats The Dog. The
Dog pees on a bush.
Intersection
The Band is marching. They play "Flamingo
Lips" and "Touch Me." Nobody applauds. They march past
a gas station, and a swimming pool, and they march past an
old man with his dog. The dog barks at the tubas. The old
man just stares. The Band marches past cars and through a
red light. Nobody tries to stop them.
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The Person is stopped at a red light. The light
turns green, and the band keeps coming. The Person is very
late, and he really hates piccolos.
Employment
The Boss has given up on The Person. A new
Pink Form has been filled out and stuck in The Person's Mailbox. Ms. Violet is shown to her new office and welcomed
onboard. The Boss smiles at her and asks what she is doing
tonight.
The Band
The Band is fmished now. Everyone shines
his instrument, and Trumpets empty their spit valves. The
Band shatters into 121 pieces and walks away. No one says
anything to anyone anyway.
Security
The Dog is free. Mr. Hampton picks up The
Daily Paper. He reads an article about an alien ship being
found in Texas and remembers that he has to call his mother.
Unemployment
The Person is driving around. He has nothing
to do. He drives past a green house with a perfect green yard
and green trees. He remembers his hideous Red House and
hates his Red Car. He throws his work ID out the window.
Coffin
Mr. Hampton remembers that his mother is
dead and calls The Dog. The Dog gets an extra can of Alpo
for being so good. Mr. Hampton finishes off the corned beef.
The X
The Green Arrow is gone.

Jennifer Huber
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Quarter

I play it across my fingers
This cold metal
Warming with my heat
I'm thinking about her again.
Do you ever wonder if Washington really looked
like this?
I know I should leave her alone
I'm too much of a black hole for one person
Cold and Metal
But warming

Aaron Black
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Small Sacrifice

Were she to ask me to bleed for her
So should I do it and cut deep
And were she to ask me to abandon all
Truly, no possessions could I keep
But not soon enough could I do this
If it should be her purest wish
For me to starve and drink no more
How barren my cup, how empty my dish

I

If death be upon us but asks only one
There should I lay in eternal rest
But should death steal her away
In my grief should I choose no less

David Kopson
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Walt

So, I've been having this recurring
conversation with God and I
keep insisting that, in some respects,
Walt Disney ought've been ordained
by the pope, being somewhat of a royal
of America and what not but
I think, today, I caught God on a bad day
because he said, "why don't you go fuck yourself!"
I admit, I was offended! I mean the nerve!
If that had been some stranger on the street
I'd have replied, "..and fuck you too, pal!"
but I couldn't, I mean, he's a friend.
"Youdon't need a friend like that," another friend said,
"these days you just don't truly know some people!"
My father always said, "son,
if you can walk away with three
good friends in life, you're a lucky man!"
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I believe you pop.
But what of heaven?
Heaven can't be a made up place
for the betterment of the middle class?
I've begun to consider His silence
drawing closer to the understanding
that there is a difference
between putting your trust in Walt Disney and
putting your trust in the existence of Walt Disney.
God, are you there?
(thoughts have been occurring to me)

Chris Burkhardt
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Spirit

I've been a tree now fallen
Cats sleeping in the sun's rays
Rocks vibrating two times strong
turned to rubble from the years
A bug once crawling across a kitchen floor
Sometime ago an antelope, a baboon, and a weed.
Organs in a body
Molecules in dry air
Flowers smelling sweetly and a bee
to kill the jewel of your eye
Colors of a rainbow turning blue into crimson
But here I am in essence
Qualified to be a star?

Laura Goodenow
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This October Night

How long until morning comes?
In a night so bright
With pains & stars
In a whirlwind
Of nightmarish visions
I lay tonured
On mental spikes
What is this hell that night thrusts upon me?
The faces
Of those long forgotten
The pain-filled memories
That haunt me continuously
They saturate me
With sweat & anxiety
Oh morning! How long until you save me?

Randall Clark
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